86'                         CLEMENCEAU
. . . Nothing whatever.    The whole thing is like a kind
of sponge.   You squeeze it and muddy water runs out.
Altogether it reminds you of the last days of the Roman
Empire. France has not Rome's conquests, but in the
eyes of the nations she still cuts a good figure. They still
turn to her like a great spiritual leader. . . . But look
about you now, Martet, at what is going on and tell me
if it doesn't make you uneasy.
MYSELF : But it is not only France which makes you
uneasy. . . ,
CLEMENCEAU : No, that's true. England as well.
She has been a very great lady, England, aloof, ruthless,
but with an engaging quality about her. England alone
is perhaps of all peoples the one whose will held on the
longest. Unfortunately she has begun to show a kind of
weakening, of lassitude. The conquest no longer serves
to quicken the conqueror. What can you expect ? Their
history goes back such a long way.
The English have three kinds of enemies to take into
account: first, their natural enemies , . . and these are
not the most formidable; next, their Dominions, their
offshoots in Asia, Africa and Australia, who are beginning
to get restive; and, lastly, the English themselves; the
English of to-day are less enterprising than those of a
hundred years ago. Some virtue is going out of them.
MYSELF : As for America . . .
CLEMENCEAU : America! Just a minute. (He shorn
me some sheets of paper spread out on the table.} I am just
engaged in surveying her at very close quarters and calling
up my memories. One day in '66 or '671 arrived at ...
I don't know where* ... I got out of the train with my
bag. I got into a carriage; the coachman was a mulatto
with barely a trace of colour. He said to me: * I am very
sorry, sir, I am only allowed to take a fare when all the
white coachmen are engaged.'